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Hey Kitty Kitty 


"C'mon out, baby," Nikki said. "Here Kitty Kitty," his voice sing-songed the words. 


He was sprawled in the over-large armchair in the luxurious hotel suite in the middle of London, far from the 


prying eyes back home. 


It was late evening on a typically rainy English day. The light from the lamps was low and the candles were 
flickering, casting a warm glow over the panelled walls, complemented by the small crackling fire. The heavy 


curtains were drawn closed, making the room a cosy little cocoon for the two lovers. 


Nikki had been looking forward to this weekend for quite some time. He had taken care of everything so that 
his usually flighty companion couldn't make any excuses and renege out of the tryst. 


He was feeling mellow, his limbs loose and relaxed, yet all his nerves were on high alert in anticipation of this 


night, their first night together in a long, long time. 


"I feel stupid, Sixx," the deep voice came from the other room. "We're not kids anymore, ya know?!" 


"Oh, baby, | know that," Nikki's voice rumbled from his chest. "Doesn't mean this is stupid or wrong though. 
C'mon, baby, show Daddy whatcha got, Kitty-Kat:" 


"Fuck you," the distinctive voice said, moving closer to him as Nikki palmed himself through his trousers. 


"Nah-ahh, Kitty,” Nikki admonished gently. "It will be you that gets fucked tonight, babydoll. Now come out here 
and let me see the outfit | bought for you." The anticipation was building deep in his gut. 


The tall, dark-haired guitarist emerged from the hallway looking both divine and sheepish at the same time. 


Nikki ran his eyes up from the shiny, black stiletto heels, the stockinged legs to the tiny leather skirt that only 
just hid the man's modesty. 


"Turn around, baby," Nikki breathed. "C'mon, Izzy..show me that ass of yours." 


"Nikki," Izzy whined. "Can you just...” 


"Can | what, Izzy?" he replied. Nikki let desire deepen his tone. His lover was magnificent; his nervousness was 


delicious and intoxicating. 


They hadn't played like this in a long while. They hadn't even spoken for many years with their lives being 
pulled in different directions. In that time, Izzy had stepped out from behind Axl's shadow and control years 
ago and Nikki had watched his band change and morph with replacement drummers and lead singers. Tommy 
had actually used Izzy's departure as an example of being overshadowed by the bigger personality within the 


group. 


But a chance encounter, not more than a year ago, had rekindled the fire between them. Gone were the days 
that Izzy and Nikki would spend their nights high on heroin and booze or whatever else they could lay their 
hands on at the time, before one would whisk the other off to the closest dark corner, bathroom stall or, if 


they were lucky, bedroom. 


These days, these sober days and nights were spent talking well into the night either on the phone from their 

respective homes or on the rare occasions like tonight, in a quiet hotel room tucked far, far away from their 

regular lives. No topic had been taboo and it had been one night as they laid entwined in the afterglow of some 
particularly hot and sweaty sex, that the subject of a little roleplaying was broached. 


"Mmmm," Nikki hummed, swirling his fingers over Izzy's sweaty back as they recovered their breathing. "Your 
skin is so silky soft. The only thing that came close was your legs in those stockings.” Nikki kissed the top of 
Izzy's head, feeling a little drunk on the scent of sweat and sex. He felt his dick twitch in renewed interest. 


Izzy chuckled, the vibration shaking them both as he lay across Nikki's chest, their legs tangled together in the 
sheets. "You remember those?" he asked, pushing up to look at Nikki. 


Nikki's mouth curled into a happy smile and he puckered up for a kiss, for which Izzy obliged him. "Oh, | 
remember, kitten. That's burned up in here," he tapped his temple, "for all those long, lonely nights without 


you." 


"You know you have a wife that wears stockings all the time, right?!" Izzy smirked as Nikki's hand splayed over 
his ass, his middle finger sliding between both cheeks to play with his well-used hole. 


"| know," Nikki said, rolling his hips upward as his finger slid into the ring of muscle. "But she doesn't have that 
added borus of a cock to fill out the lacy underwear like you do." 


| would hope not," Izzy snorted in amusement, “or is she hiding secrets beneath her skirts?" 


"No, she has the appropriate sweet-as-honey pussy," Nikki purred as Izzy's heat surrounded his digit. "But 
anything anal is a no-go and there's nothing hotter than feeling a tight ass gripping your cock in just the right 
way." His mouth fluttered into a lazy smile as Izzy closed his muscle around Nikki's middle finger. "Mmm...yeah, 


just like that," he growled, cupping his lover behind his head and leaning upward to capture Izzy's mouth. 


"lIl have to wear the stockings and everything for you again one day," Izzy mumbled against Nikki's mouth, "if 
they get you this hard again so quickly." His hand moved between them both and Nikki felt his dick being 
enclosed by Izzy's calloused fingers. Nikki inhaled sharply before taking Izzy's lips with a little more force, 
stoking the fire between them easily. 


Nikki pushed into a standing position. "Go stand near the window," he said, unbuttoning his shirt. "Open the 
curtains and look out." Nikki let his shirt slide down his arms and fall on the floor behind him. 


Izzy's warm eyes feasted on Nikki's upper body and the man unconsciously licked his lips, making Nikki smile. It 
felt good to still be physically attractive to someone at this stage of life. He hadn't let himself go by any 
stretch of the imagination but age was starting to show regardless of how much he tried to deny its 


presence. 


Izzy had barely changed from the young punk and fellow addict he knew from all those years ago. Still tall and 
lean, his dark hair was now cut shorter and had a few sprinkles of grey around the temples, and the lines had 
deepened around his eyes and mouth but all of those small changes only enhanced the man's sensuality in 


Nikki's opinion. 


Nikki waited until Izzy had moved to the window, reaching up to open curtains. The stretch made the obscenely 
short skirt ride upwards, revealing the splash of red covering his ass. The elastics from the garters were like 
double ended arrows, directing Nikki's gaze down Izzy's slender legs or upwards to the curve of his ass. The 


curl of desire bloomed deep within him, heating his core quickly. 


Nikki padded slowly around the room, extinguishing the lamps as he made his way toward his lover, leaving the 
room in darkness only to be broken by candle and firelight, matching the dark night outside. Izzy watched him 
in the reflection of the window as he moved closer until he was standing behind the brunette. Barely a breath 


of air could pass between them and Nikki could feel the anticipation rolling off the other man in waves. 


"Please," Izzy pleaded, barely a whisper but it still sounded like the greatest symphony to Nikki's ears. 


The shorter hair gave him more access to the places that sent Izzy into raptures, particularly the pulse point 


just below his ear. Nikki ran his tongue over his canine teeth and felt something primordial rise up in him. 


Maybe it was the country they were in, maybe it was the lateness of the night..or maybe it was just that he 
wanted to claim his lover; to leave his mark so that everyone would know that Izzy was his, but the struggle 


to keep his alpha side from showing was becoming harder and harder. 


Reaching a finger out, Nikki brushed the hair from Izzy's neck and felt the full body shiver run through his 
lover. He allowed his fingers to trail lightly down Izzy's spine, slowly, listening closely for the hitches in his 


breath above the soft pop and crackle of the fire. 


"Is this what you wanted, baby?" Nikki said softly as he bent his face to Izzy's neck His nose brushed over the 


warm skin. "For me to touch you? Like this?" 


He'd reached the edge of the leather skirt's waistband at Izzy's spine. Nikki scraped his fingernail around from 
the hollow of his lover's spine, around his hip to his belly. He splayed his hand lightly over the softness, not 


moving but revelling in the fluttering of Izzy's muscles beneath his palm. 


"God, yes..," Izzy moaned. 


"Nuh-uh, pretty baby," Nikki chided him lightly, covering his shoulder in tender kisses until he was close to 
Izzy's ear. "Ask me properly,” he whispered against the delicate shell. "Otherwise, I'll have to spank that pretty 
bottom of yours." 


Nikki felt the shudder tear through his lover's body and he chuckled darkly. "Should | spank you with your 
pretty red panties still on? Or should | pull them down to spank that bare ass and watch it become as red as 


the lace that covers it now?" 


Izzy's breathing became laboured. "Please. Sir. Anything..you can do anything." 


"Anything, huh?" 


Izzy whimpered an affirmative answer and melted back into Nikki's body. 


Nikki, in turn, pressed against the man as his hand on Izzy's belly curled around him tighter and gently rocked 


from side to side in a slow dance, peppering Izzy's neck and shoulders with kisses. 


"Is this what you wanted, pretty baby?" Nikki murmured and nipped the shell of Izzy's ear. 


"Yes, but." Izzy replied, hesitating for a moment. "More! | want more. Please, Nikki." 


He flared his nostrils at the sudden aroma rush of male musk, sweat and pheromones that filled the room. 
Nikki released Izzy, almost making him stagger back on the slender heels he wore. Nikki gripped the man's elbow 


to steady him. 


"Easy now," he gentled Izzy as though he were a skittish thoroughbred. "Lose the skirt, babe," he said when 
Izzy was steady again. Nikki, stepping back a little more, released his last hold and stood with his arms crossed 
to watch, "Let me see you. Let me see you in my purchases." His internal alpha emphasised the word my 
somewhat. 


"Here?" lzzy asked nervously, indicating to the window. 


Nikki merely arched an eyebrow and waited. Izzy was glorious in all his nervous, horny energy. His mouth 
fluttered into a hesitant smile but his hands reached for the large, silver buckle on the belt sewn into the 
skirts waistband, the chink of metal as Izzy unbuckled it was disconsonant in the relative silence and the rasp 
of the short zipper was loud enough for Nikki to hear each tooth as it passed through the slider. 


"Look at me," Nikki instructed. "Slowly, now." He wanted to feast with his hungry eyes on every tasty morsel 


that his lover was offering before his mouth would consume it all. 


Izzy visibly straightened his spine when his eyes locked with Nikki's, hooked his thumbs beneath the waistband 
and leisurely shimmied the leather down his hips, pausing momentarily before revealing his lace-bound and 


engorged cock. 


Salivating, Nikki raked his gaze over his lover as the leather finally fell free, pooling at Izzy's feet with a soft 
whoosh and leaving him in heels and lingerie. "Delicious," Nikki breathed, finally finding his voice. "Walk around the 
room," he said, "then you know what to do." Nikki pointed to the space in front of him. "Oh, and put some sass 


in that ass, baby." 


Izzy blinked slowly at Nikki, slid him a dirty smile and bit on his bottom lip, exaggerating the coquettishness. 
Placing one hand on his hip, Izzy straightened his spine and took his first step of many around the room, 


swaying his hips and swinging his free arm much as a catwalk model would do. 


Nikki struggled to control the amusement that pulled at his lips as Izzy, his little introverted brat, put on the 
show of his life. This was one side of Izzy that he rarely showed the public, the fun and loving side. He had 
been known for his surly demeanour and lack of openness when he was in Guns n' Roses. But get the guitarist 


behind closed doors and, if he was comfortable with the company, he was a completely different person. 


Izzy made his way back to Nikki, weaving his way in and around the couch, chair and coffee table, before 


coming to a dead stop, a mere step away; it was both tantalisingly close yet a chasm still to be breached. 


There was a challenge in Izzy's eyes, a smile played over his lips. "Was that enough sass..Sir?" Izzy's brat was 
starting to make an appearance and that stirred the Dom in Nikki out of his slumber. 


"You'll pay for the insolence, my brat," Nikki purred. "On your knees, my darling, and kiss your Sir's feet as an 
apology. That will be a good place to start, don't you think?" 


Izzy's lips parted involuntarily and exhaled shakily. Yes, his brat was definitely in the mood to play. 


Izzy dropped to his knees obediently and Nikki threaded his fingers through the man's shorter hair. 


He missed Izzy's long, usually slightly greasy hair and the way he could wrap it around his fist and would force 
Izzy to take him into his mouth in this position 


But he wanted to stay partially clothed for the moment. 


"Fuck, you're so pretty, baby," Nikki murmured and bent Izzy's head back, taking the kneeling man's mouth with 
his, kissing him deeply. Nikki immediately pushed Izzy's head down as soon as the kiss broke. 


Nikki felt hands trail up and down his calves to his ankles beneath his loose black pants before Izzy's mouth 
touched the top of his bare feet. The hot, moist mouth followed the thick veins that spread over the top of 
Nikki's feet, kissing and lapping at them, the tip of his tongue teasing Nikki by dipping into the hollows between 
his toes as though he was tonguing the cleft of his ass. 


"Enough," Nikki growled when he felt his concentration waver. He stepped away and pulled Izzy to his feet. 


"Come, my little kitten," he said to Izzy as he led the way to the love seat and sat down, pulling the other man 
to stand in front of him. The leather of the seat felt warm on the exposed skin of his bare back, from the 


heat of the small crackling fire. 


Leaving Izzy standing between his knees for the moment, Nikki gazed up into the face of the man he desired 
beyond reason before leaning forward to nuzzle at the soft flesh of his lower belly. He smiled and hummed a 
little when he felt the man's cock bump impatiently against his chin. He gave it a small kiss to placate it, feeling 


the heated fluid ooze from its tip at the touch. 


"Nikki..my heart," Izzy murmured above him as it was his turn to thread his fingers through Nikki's hair. 


Their play didn't follow strictly along the traditional norms of BDSM, there was a lot more room for affection 
when they felt like expressing it, but both were willing participants in the light Dom/sub roles. Each understood 
the other's limits if anything harder was involved and knew their safe words. 


Nikki took his time exploring Izzy's body as he feasted on the warm belly. His fingers trailed up the silk 
stockings that encased Izzy's legs until he reached bare flesh. Dragging his mouth from its quest, Nikki rested 
his chin on the wetness he'd left behind, to look up to his lover. Two sets of green eyes met and held as Nikki 
slowly but nimbly popped the fastenings on the garter open; one..by..one. 


Izzy's eyes flickered closed and he gave a little shudder with each one as the elastic of the garter straps 
pinged upward. 


Moving his hands to Izzy's left leg first, and, starting at the top, deliberating nudging the full balls with the 
back of his wrist, Nikki slowly pushed the silken tube downwards letting it pool around Izzy's delicate ankle. How 
could a man have such attractive ankles, Nikki wondered. 


He kissed his lovers thigh and sifted his fingers through the course hair before shifting to the other leg for 


the reveal. 


Nikki reached for Izzy's hand, placing it on his shoulder so that he could help Izzy out of the puddles of black 
silk around his feet and stiletto shoes. He skimmed his hand down the left leg first, tapping at the ankle and 
said, "Hold on to me, Kitten," before working quickly to remove the shoes and stockings on both feet. 


Without losing touch with Izzy, Nikki scooted closer to the side table, where he had conveniently placed a tube 
of lubricant in amongst several lit candles. Izzy eyed the candles speculatively for a moment while Nikki settled 
himself. He patted his lap and with one tap on his leg, Izzy got the message and crawled into Nikki's lap, curling 


up just like a cat seeking affection would; it was how Izzy had earned his pet name. 


Nikki smiled softly and exhaled at the feel of the man settling in his arms. He cupped the back of Izzy's head 
and brought their mouths together for a tender kiss, swirling his fingers against Izzy's scalp in slow, random 


patterns. 


As his other hand lazily explored its way up from Izzy's ankles, Nikki deepened their kiss. His sharp white teeth 
nipped at Izzy's lips, making them plump and juicy. When his lover was reluctant in opening them for him, Nikki 
tightened his fingers into the shorter hair and gave it a short sharp tug. 


The pain made Izzy gasp and Nikki took full advantage of it, pushing his tongue between the lips and teeth to 
meet its mate. His tongue swept across Izzy's, making the younger man purr like the Kitten that Nikki knew 


him to be. 


Nikki's free hand scooped up the inside of his lover's thighs, and, using his blunt nails, scratched lightly at the 


lace-covered heavy balls. 


Izzy yanked his head away, panting heavily, and groaned, "Oh, god, Nikki..." 


"Disobedient brat," Nikki growled against the other's neck. He nipped at the corded muscles as Izzy arched his 
neck to allow access and he felt Izzy chuckle. 


Nikki flattened his palm against Izzy's cock and balls and pressed down just hard enough to remind his Kitty 


who was boss. 


"Yesss," Izzy hissed softly, his fingers digging into Nikki's flesh where they lay in response to the pressure. 


Moving his hand upward, over Izzy's small, soft pooch of his belly, Nikki found the front clasp of the bra and 
in one flick of his fingers, had it open. He slipped the strap down Izzy's arm and the man shifted around to free 
himself of it, leaving the lacy concoction to fall unheeded to the floor. 


Capturing Izzy's mouth again, their kisses deepened and became hungrier, both wanting more and more from 
the other, leaving them breathless and dizzy. Izzy's hands became greedy; grabbing and pinching at Nikki's skin 
and the muscles beneath, making him growl in the back of his throat. 


He released Izzy, almost pushing him from his lap and said, "Over my knees, Kitty..| want that ass bright red 
before | fuck it." 


He smiled when the younger man almost fell from his lap in eagerness before rearranging himself comfortably. 
The dampness leaking from the ineffectual lace undergarment penetrated through Nikki's pants quickly, leaving 
a damp patch against his thigh. 


"There's my Kitty's pretty ass," he said, running his hands over the glutes and down the back of Izzy's thighs 


and back again. 


"J-just touch me already, Nikki..." He could feel Izzy's frustration bubble up just below the surface as he lazily 


caressed his lover. "Please!" 


"Hush now, Kitty," Nikki soothed. “All in good time, my pet" 


Plucking one of the garter straps, Nikki stretched it down Izzy's leg letting it ping back into place, the buckle 
snapping Izzy on the ass nicely. His lover bucked at the sting and Nikki repeated the action on the other leg. 


He was enjoying this new found implement and the reactions he was receiving from Izzy were delightful. Nikki 
continued with the pulling and snapping until Izzy no longer reacted. It was the first sign that his Kitty was 
starting to enter into his subspace. 


Quickly dealing with the garters, releasing them completely, Nikki ran his hands over Izzy's back and hips, 
feeling where the tight band had left indentations in his skin. The tickling sensation along the edge of the panties 
made Izzy twitch, his ass cheeks clenching together perfectly. 


‘Lie still, Kitty," Nikki huffed and pinched a cheek with the tips of his fingers, causing the man on his lap to 
whine pitifully. "If you're a good Kitty, you'll be purring by the end of the night" 


"Jesus Christ," Izzy intoned softly as Nikki splayed his palms over each cheek and squeezed roughly before 
being rewarded with another pulse of warm moisture against his leg. 


"This lace is beautiful,” Nikki mused, squeezing and releasing the large muscles, warming them up for his 
pleasure. "I'm extremely pleased with the choice. | wonder if it will leave a pattern once | get this ass all nicely 


red and hot?" 


"Mmm," his lover moaned. 


When Nikki thought that Izzy was ready, he gave the furthest cheek a short sharp slap before rubbing his 
palm over it to cool the sting. Repeating the action on the other, Nikki could feel his own lust starting to climb. 
He tamped it down firmly for the moment; there would be time enough later to enjoy his Kitten's body to its 
fullest. 


"Do | continue, my pet?" 


"Fuck." the breathy moan floated up from below. "Stop teasing..please." 


"Such impatience tonight, my Kitten," Nikki said. Using his fingertip, Nikki traced along the edge of the leg elastic 
on the panties, delving between Izzy's legs to press against the back of his balls. He alse bent over and used 
his tongue to taste the same trail as his fingers had travelled. Nikki exhaled, letting the breathe rumble in the 
back of his thoat like an apex predator. "You used lotion?" 


Izzy hummed, and lightly rocked his hips against Nikki's leg. "You bought me beautiful things to wear..l wanted 
to make you happy..sir.” 


Nikki purred contentedly again, gripping the large muscles in his hands and squeezing. "You make me very 
happy, my Kitten." He laid in open mouth kiss at the base of Izzy's spine before straightening. "But I'll be even 
happier when this ass is nice and warmed up, perfectly pink and rip for fucking.” 


Izzy managed to mutter a Yes, Sir moments before Nikki's hand landed with an resounding crack against one 
cheek, following up with a second on the other cheek before alleviating the hurt. He didn't waste anytime, 
however, between blows, slowly working up into a pattern of five or six spanks on each cheek with short 
intervals of relief until Nikki's dominant was happy with the result. 


Izzy's ass and thighs were the perfect shade of red, with the outline of fingers on the outer edges. The bellow 
of Izzy's lungs, controlled pants for pain tolerance, against his thigh was one of the indicators that Nikki used 
to judge his lover's state. His breathing was short, sharp but evenly spaced but Nikki would still ask if Izzy 


wished to continue. 


"Do you need to use your safe word, my Kitten?" 


It took a Izzy a moment to answer but came back with, "No, Sir.” 


| can do more?" Nikki asked, eyeing off the candles beside him. He wanted to make Izzy's perfect bottom a 


work of art that both would remember for quite some time. 


"Uh huh," Izzy gulped. "Yes. Yesss..please..hurry, baby." 


"I know, my Kitten," Nikki crooned as he petted Izzy's back, abused ass and thighs. "I can feel your urgency, my 
pretty one. Your sweet juice has soaked my pants and is running down my leg." He reached over to the side 
table and chose the soy play candle he'd put amongst the regular ones. "I'll have to pay for extra cleaning 
after tonight," he said, and let the first drop of wax fall from the candle. 


"Argh!" Izzy growled and bucked his hips away from the hot wax. 


"Shhh," Nikki whispered soothingly, allowing time for a whimpering Izzy to settle once more. "My Kitten," he 


murmured after the man across his lap had battled to still again. 


Nikki's cock throbbed in anticipation and frustration, as Izzy's squirming kept rubbing up against his hardness. 
He checked to see the level of melted wax before he made the next pour, which also allowed Izzy a few extra 


seconds to centre himself a little more. 


Nikki raised the candle again and trickled more of the creamy coloured wax across Izzy's lace panty-covered 
ass. He made it look like his cum would, both in colour and design, in the near future; splatters and spots 


emanating out from between Izzy's cheeks. 


The next pour, just the slightest of drops, landed between his Kitten's legs, just on the back of his balls and 
Nikki felt Izzy's cock ooze against him once more. He continued, allowing the droplets to trickle down the soft 
flesh of the inside of his thighs as though he were making a map for his cum to follow once he did finally fuck 
his Kitten. 


When he was finally satisfied with his artistic handiwork after a few more well placed dribbles, including a long 
stripe down Izzy's spine, Nikki blew out the candle and placed it back on the side table. 


"Your colour, my pet," Nikki said, needing to hear that Izzy had coped with his care and attention 


"G-green, S-sir," Izzy panted. 


"Good," Nikki replied, sifting his fingers through Izzy's hair. "On your knees for the moment, my love, while | 
extinguish the candles." He helped Izzy slide from his lap, taking in every movement to assure that his lover 
was uninjured from his attentions. "| need you to see yourself in the mirror in the bedroom," he murmured, 


cupping Izzy's face and gently brushing his thumbs below his damp eyes. 


"You are perfection, my love." He bent and tenderly pressed his lips against Izzy's closed eyelids, tasting the 
salt of his tears, before taking his tremulous mouth softly, slowly. He broke the kiss when Izzy's sub 
demanded more, but still kept contact by shifting one hand into Izzy's hair. 


The green eyes snapped open and a small No escaped from his lips. 


Nikki smiled, pecked him on his cheek but rose from the couch. He loomed over Izzy for the moment before 
curling his fingers through the strands of short hair and pressing his Kitten's face against the damp patch on 
his leg. "Feel the mess you left on my leg, my love?" 


Izzy nodded, managing to meet his eyes. Green to green; heart to heart. 


"It will match the one | will leave in your ass shortly," Nikki purred, allowing a slow, dirty smile pull up the 


corner of his mouth before stepping away. 


Nikki moved around the room slowly, blowing out the candles one by one, finishing at the side table, until the 
room was dark. He palmed the tube of warmed lube into his pants pocket and stepped back beside Izzy who 
had been watching his every move. Nikki held his hand out to the man, 


"Come, my pet," he said and helped his sub from his knees. When Izzy was standing, Nikki drew him into his 


arms and held him close, assuring him silently of his love. 


Izzy's arms went around him and Nikki skimmed his palm down the man's spine and over his ass and hips, 
sending shivers though him as the movements pulled at the hardening wax. Taking pity on him, Nikki found 
Izzy's hands and brought them to his face, kissing the knuckles. Without saying a word, Nikki linked fingers with 
him and led the way into the bedroom. 


The room was still reasonably tidy from their earlier check-in, with the only evidence that someone had been 
there being Izzy's discarded travel clothes, tossed over the back of an easy chair and the box from the 
lingerie shop left open on the bed, the splash of red tissue paper incompatible with the stark white of the 
turned down bed. Nikki had asked for a turn-down service whilst they were in the exclusive restaurant 


downstairs. 


Nikki tossed the lube onto the bed as he led Izzy toward the long cheval mirror that was set in the corner. 
Positioning Izzy so that his back was to the mirror, Nikki took a step back 


As lzzy watched him closely, Nikki's fingers went to the fastenings on his pants and slowly pushed the button 
through the hole before pulling the zipper down. 


Izzy licked his lips, barely able to take his eyes off what Nikki was doing. "Yesss," he hissed under his breath as 
Nikki pushed his loose pants with the damp leg, down over his eager length, letting them pool at his feet before 
kicking them off. 


Fow several long moment, he stood there, letting Izzy have his fill 


Nikki caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror behind Izzy and was secretly pleased with what he saw. 


His legs were still thick, but toned, in the thighs, his cock jutted proudly out from his body with the thatch of 
curls around the root only greying slightly, his stomach was a little bulkier than he liked but he would not be 
considered overweight. His chest, like his groin, showed a little grey against the fading tattoos but his pecs, 
shoulders and arms were still strong even after having both shoulder joints replaced over time. His face had 
lines; age, weariness and laughter, but he refused to go down the path of any cosmetic work, although 
strangely enough, he kept his hair a la rock star; long and as black as the night outside the windows. 


He took the few steps closer to Izzy and slipped his two index fingers under the elastic of the panties as he 
had done with the skirt earlier. Pulling the front out and away from Izzy's body, Nikki freed the man's confined 


dick. It immediately wept slippery tears at the release and Nikki felt his own leak in response. 


He ran his fingers just around the lace edge, breaking the wax like a seal on an envelope, before lifting the lace 
and wax carefully away from Izzy's skin. Pushing the underwear down further, Nikki lowered to his haunches to 


help remove them once and for all. 


Glancing up into the mirror, Nikki's breath was sucked from his lungs at the sheer beauty he'd created. "Fuck, 
yeah..," he breathed as he ran his hands over Izzy to loosen the remaining wax from his legs and ass. It was 


perfect. 


Rising from his haunches, Nikki circled Izzy to get a better look and to carefully peel away the last waxy 
dribbles from down Izzy's spine. The man shivered with every touch as Nikki grazed his fingers over each 
bump and indentation until he'd reached Izzy's angel kisses on his lower back. 


Nikki stepped back around to face Izzy and drew him as close as possible. Holding his lover's hips, Nikki said, 
"Take a look, my pet" 


With Nikki holding Izzy's hips firmly, his lover twisted to look at himself over his shoulder. 


"Jesus fucking Christ," Izzy breathed as he reached a hand behind him and touched the warm skin. 


The layers of colour were accentuated by the darkest patches caused by the melted wax against the lace. 


"Do you like it, Kitten?" Nikki asked, watching him carefully as he ran a hand over his ass, the small of his back 
and the tops of his thighs where he could reach. 


Izzy's green eyes met his own and Nikki felt like his lover was trying to see into his soul. He released a breath 


and allowed Izzy behind his well-kept defences. 


Izzy acknowledged Nikki's vulnerability with a soft, wobbly smile before pressing his lips against his. 


The tender kiss grew organically into deeper, hungrier ones that had hands clutching at flesh, and hips grinding 
against their counterparts. He nipped along Izzy's pointed jawline, feeling his teeth and lips graze against the 
stubbled skin as his hands travelled a lazy path down the younger man's back, coming to a halt at the still- 
warm-to-the-touch cheeks. Nikki splayed his palms over each fleshy globe and dug his fingers in, just to 
remind Izzy who was the dominant one. 


Izzy wrenched his mouth free of Nikki's, panting hard, his head tipped languidly to one side and said, "Fuck me.. 
Sir." 


Nikki, equally breathless, breathing heavily through his mouth, ran his tongue across his teeth and made a 
little sucking noise when he'd reached the other side. "Someone's brat is starting to show again, my pet. You 


wouldn't be wanting to earn yourself another spanking, now would you?" 


Izzy sent him a dirty smile as he slipped from Nikki's embrace and sauntered to the bed. Rising up on his 
tiptoes, he placed his knee onto the bed, leaving himself exposed and open as he looked back at Nikki over his 
shoulder, and said impudently, "Please, Sir." 


Izzy continued to crawl cat-like up into the centre of the bed, his heavy balls and thick, engorged cock swinging 
back and forth before he settled into the mound of pillows at the head of the bed. He left his legs splayed, 
displaying himself to Nikki 


So his litle Kitten wasn't completely in his subspace, Nikki thought, as Izzy started to fondle himself. "Did | say 
you could touch yourself?" he asked, putting a little gruffness into his voice. He shifted his weight to one leg, 


crossed his arms and arched an eyebrow at his pet. 


Izzy's hand faltered a moment and Nikki took advantage of the teeter between subspace and consciousness. 


"Put your hands above your head and hold onto the headboard," he instructed. 


Izzy hesitated, floundering in his attempt to top Nikki from the bottom. 


"Don't keep me waiting, pet," he snapped lightly, "or you'll lose this," he said, wrapping his fingers around 
himself. 


He stroked his cock slowly, not adding too much extra stimuli. Nikki wanted to feel every moment of touching 
his smooth cock-head against his Kitten's tight pucker, pushing through his lover's defences and feeling the 
sweet heat engulf his dick slowly until he bottomed out and their balls rubbed against each other. 


Izzy's green eyes stared at him hungrily, mechanically moving his arms above his head, fingers blindly 


searching for something, anything to hold onto. 


"Have | told you recently how much | love the way you look at me?" Nikki asked, swiping a finger through the 
pearly bead of moisture at the tip of his dick. He brought it to his mouth and smeared it along his bottom lip. 


His nose twitched as the slight tangy aroma that rose upward. "You look as though you want to eat me whole." 


"Every last drop, baby," Izzy purred. "Gimme!" 


"Such a greedy bitch," Nikki chuckled and moved toward the bed. Crawling onto the bed, Nikki dived between 
Izzy's legs, burying his face against the taut sac and cock. He breathed deeply, infusing himself of Izzy's musky 
scent and felt the familiar throb between his legs. 


Surfacing from his deep freedive into Izzy's lap, Nikki moved to hover over Izzy. With only a moment's 
hesitation, he claimed the younger man's mouth once more, feasting hungrily on the soft lips, forcing Izzy's 
head back which in turn, opened his mouth further for Nikki's tongue to explore the hot, moist depths fully 


and seek out its mate. 


Balancing on one arm, Nikki cupped and gripped Izzy's chest, squeezing it like he would his wife's breast, flicking 
this thumb across the tightening nub, pinching and teasing the small bundle of nerves until it was standing high 
and firm. Nikki shifted his weight to his knees so he could lavish attention on the other side next, until both 


ripples were turgid, sensitive peaks that made his mouth water. 


The need to consume Izzy was riding high in Nikki; mouth, hands, touch, taste, smell..it almost became 
unbearable. With a guttural moan, he ducked his head down to Izzy's chest, readjusting his stance to suit, and 
took the first distended bud in between his lips and ultimately his teeth, which made Izzy arch his back with a 


desperate cry. 


Izzy's stomach muscles contracted with each new assault on his hypersensitive body, his breathing was 
erratic and harsh, his sporadic words were choppy and becoming incoherent and the man's hips rolled, 
controlled by his cock's need for touch. 


He chuckled when Izzy managed to touch the tip of his dick to the underside of Nikk's chin, releasing a cry 
that was both of frustration and triumph. Nikki sat back on his heels, giving Izzy a moment to calm a little 
before he settled himself on his belly comfortably enough to accommodate his impatient and aching cock. 


Trailing his fingers over the soft, vulnerable flesh of Izzy's inner thighs, Nikki looked up at this lover and said, 
‘lm gonna make you feel so good tonight, my Kitten. You've pleased me immeasurably. | just want you to know 


how much you mean to me, lz" 


"Nikki..please," Izzy whined pitifully. 


He smiled at the frustrated plea for silence. Pushing Izzy's legs as wide as they would go without being held, 
Nikki kissed the junction where leg and balls sat side by side before nuzzling around, pushing the heavy sac 


around with his nose. 


Izzy moaned, breathless, when Nikki nipped on the loose skin, sucking it into his mouth before lapping the hurt 
away. Flattening his tongue, Nikki dragged it from perineum, between each full ball held in the tightening skin, 
feeling them contract up against Izzy's body with his tongue before teasing the root base. 


"Nik-..ohl" Izzy growled. "C'mon..suck it.ple- oh, shit..please!" 


The man's groin was his playground, his and his alone, for this illicit getaway and Nikki revelled in the tastes on 
his tongue, the textures beneath his fingers and Izzy's sweet sounds that fell from his lips. 


Nikki couldn't wait any longer. "Where the fuck is it?" he grumbled as he searched for the lube that had 
somehow wormed itself under Izzy's shoulder. He sat on his haunches once again, his cock standing proudly at 
attention, more than ready to be called into action. Slathering both his cock and his fingers with lube, Nikki said, 
"Relax, Kitten. need to work you open a little." 


Izzy whimpered but nodded, unable to speak other than a soft curse when Nikki touched his spit-slick back 
entrance with the cool gel. Nikki worked quickly but diligently to ready his lover. 


"Am | going too fast, Iz-baby?" he asked, concerned that he'd spent too much time in pursuit of his own 
pleasure and that it would be too soon, too rough. 


"N-no..," his Kitten replied. "Just. Fuck. Me!" 


"Shhh, Kitten.l'm almost done.” Nikki withdrew his fingers, tugged Izzy down and away from the bedhead with a 
soft oof, positioning the other man's legs to drape over his hipbones, before lining himself up with Izzy's 


waiting body. 


"Hold on to me, Kitten," Nikki said, and, whilst Izzy's tired arms tightened around his back, he covered his 
lover's body, pushing his cock slowly through the still-tight ring of muscle. 


The flood of sensation threatened to overwhelm him, the tightness of Izzy's ass, the sorching heat surrounding 


his dick, Izzy's arms and legs constricting around him and his Kitten's sweet moans filling his ears. 


Nikki squeezed his eyes shut, breathing heavily through his control as he stilled and waited for Izzy to give 


him a signal that he was ready to continue. 


He felt the slight release of muscle and the gentle roll of Izzy's hips, and Nikki thanked the gods and goddesses 
for the sign. He nuzzled at Izzy's neck, nipping at his earlobe as he returned the welcomed roll with one of his 


own. 


Izzy's fingers dug into Nikki's back as he sought out his mouth, and Nikki allowed the control to loosen as the 
animalistic need for each other grew. Seconds ticked over into minutes, each one bringing forth a new feeling, a 
new position and a new level of desire as Nikki fought to retain dominance, failing only when both were 


teetering on the precipice of their climax. 


"Nikki..fuck..| need..." Izzy begged as his hand flew up and down on his hard cock between then, "I need..mmm... 


so close.” 


"Gimme it, Kitten," Nikki growled, sinking deeply into Izzy's body over and over again, attempting to become one 
with his paramour. "Gimme it all. Surrender to me, my pet..my love. My Izzy." He shifted quickly, pushing up on 
his hands to witness the absolute destruction of his Kitten 


"Oh!" Izzy's mouth formed the perfect circle and his eyes glazed over. One, two, three quick strokes had Izzy's 
cock erupting with thick creamy ropes of cum over his hand and belly as his body convulsed beneath Nikki. 


"Yeah, baby!" Nikki crowed as his hips pistoned against his lover's, losing all rhythm as Izzy's body tightened 
around him, making it difficult to move. "Fuck.that's so fuckin’ hot to watch, lz" 


The next minute, Nikki felt his world being sucked into a vortex when all his bodily functions gathered and 
centred in his groin. His vision swirled and he could see his heartbeat pounding through his optic nerve as he 
tumbled willingly into his own orgasm. Bones, muscles, organs all seemed to liquify only to be propelled out of 
his dick to coat the walls of Izzy's ass. 


The bed was wrecked, the sheets were damp and rumpled in and around them from multiple position changes, 
and pillows had spilled onto the floor but all Nikki cared about was the man beneath him. He withdrew carefully 
when Izzy's body allowed him to, and rolled off to one side. He pulled Izzy's lax body up close, brushing his 
fingers through the sweat-slick hair at his lover's temples. 


“Shhh...you're okay, Kitten," Nikki murmured, placing soft, tender kisses against the side of his mouth until Izzy's 
green eyes started to focus again. "Are you okay?" Nikki asked. 


"Hmm," Izzy hummed with a smile. "Feeling well and truly fucked." 


"Satisfaction is guaranteed, baby," Nikki smirked, hoping that the accidental Bon Jovi quote would go unnoticed. 


"Jesus Christ," Izzy chuckled and rolled away from Nikki slightly, draping his arm across his face. "| need a 


drink." 


"Best | can do is a soda or some water," Nikki replied, reaching to the side table for Izzy's cigarettes and 


lighter. He placed them on his belly before dragging his feet to the floor and padding to the bathroom. 


"There's probably tea and coffee or | can order up from room service," he yelled as he wet a washcloth in 
warm water. He looked at himself in the mirror as he cleaned himself up. His hair was sticking up in all 
directions and he had the odd lovebite on and around his neck. He'd deal with the fallout when he got home, no 
doubt. But he couldn't deny the happy light in his eyes and his relaxed mouth that curled up into a satiated 


smile. 


"Soda!" Izzy said hoarsely, breaking off into a rough cough. 


Nikki rinsed out the washcloth and grabbed a fresh one for Izzy and tossed it at him on the way through to 
get a soda from the mini fridge. "You should quit, Kitten," Nikki said, returning with a can of coke and handing it 
to Izzy. "That cough doesn't sound good," he added, flopping down beside him. 


"You worry to much," he replied, popping the can open and leaning in to drop a kiss on Nikki's mouth. "You had 
me groaning too much, Nik," he said, taking a sip of cold cola, placing the can on the nightstand. 


"Nah-uh, the blame is firmly on you for being so fucking sexy," he chuckled. "Roll over and let me see that ass 


again" 


Izzy rolled to one side, exposing his rear for inspection 


Nikki ran his hand over both cheeks, checking for any welts that might need extra attention. The heat had 
receded somewhat but the markings from the wax were still tender to the touch by the way his lover 


twitched occasionally. 


"They're still sore?" 


"A little," Izzy admitted, blowing a plume of smoke above his head before reaching for the can of soda again. 


‘I've got an idea," Nikki said, "Come into the bathroom when you're finished," he added, kissing Izzy's shoulder 
before slipping from the bed once more. 


He went back into the bathroom and started to run warm water into the large claw-footed tub. He saw the 
complimentary bath items and picked up the bottles, and, after having to read the small print at arm's length, 


poured a generous dollop of bubble mix into the water and watched the foam start to appear immediately. 


‘Oh, shit," Izzy's voice came from behind him and Nikki turned to see him looking at his ass in the bathroom 
mirror. "You did a good job, babe." 


"You like?" 


"Fuck, yeah," the guitarist exclaimed and stepped up behind Nikki, wrapping his arms around him from behind. 
"Thank you..for arranging all of this..and taking care of me." 


Nikki sighed contentedly and leaned back into the embrace. "Its what | do best, Kitten," he said. "The wax sting 


should be gone after a good soak and if it's not, I've got some numbing cream in my kit” 


"That's if we don't fall asleep in there," Izzy said, moving from behind Nikki and to the edge of the tub. "Am | 


allowed to get in, Sir?" 


"Are all the candles extinguished?" Nikki asked, looking over his shoulder into the bedroom. 


"Uh-huh." 


Nikki nodded his permission and Izzy stepped over the high side of the tub. 


"Oh god," he groaned, standing waiting. "That feels second to heaven" 


Nikki followed Izzy in, who allowed him to settle into the water first, which also put him at eye level with the 
multihued and tender ass. He leaned forward and planted a kiss on each cheek before guiding Izzy down into the 


water and between his spread thighs. 


After the tub was full and the water turned off, the lovers let the warm water soothe their tired and aching 
bodies. Nikki reached for a cloth and gently washed his lover's body, making sure to get all the sweat from his 


face, neck and hair. 


Izzy snuggled closer and sighed. "I wish we could stay like this," he said. "Block out the real world for as long as 
possible." 


"Will Elena give you grief over what | did?" Nikki asked after a long, silent moment, broken only by the gentle 


swish of water. 


"Probably as much as Courtney will over those hickies," Izzy replied, tilting his head back to look at him. 


"Hmm," Nikki hummed. His marriage was a tricky beast. 


He loved Courtney..because she was the mother of his child, just as he loved Brandi and Donna for the same 


reasons. 


Was he still in love with Courtney..well, that was the several-million-dollars-in-alimony question. But, if nothing 
else, he was determined to be the best dad he could to his youngest daughter and if that meant living in a 
state of flux where his heart was concerned, then that's what he'd do. 


"What are we doing here, Nik?" Izzy asked quietly, threading his fingers into Nikki's. 


Nikki thought about the question and tried to find the right answer. They couldn't be together for various 
reasons but also, did they want to be together? Or was the occasional time alone together enough to sustain 
them long term. 


"Feeding our hearts and souls, baby.’ 


Izzy hummed in acknowledgement of Nikki's words as he played with Nikki's entwined fingers. 


"Are you happy like this, Jeff?" Nikki asked, using his lover's true given name to indicate the seriousness of his 
question. "Are you happy with occasional trips away and the random illicit hours at home?" 


"l'Il admit, it's not ideal," Izzy answered after a long pause. "So we bide our time and take these small moments 
when we can" Izzy twisted to look at Nikki again, reaching up a damp hand to cup Nikki's cheek. "But l'm 
happiest when I'm with you, | want you to know that, baby." 


"| feel the same way, Jeff," Nikki murmured and lowered his head to press his lips against his lover's. 


"How about we get out of the tub, dry off and then | can show you how happy you make me," Izzy mumbled 
against Nikki's mouth once their kiss ended. 


"I'd like that..very much," Nikki said. 


**THE END and HAPPY FICMAS** 


